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eAMA] TATA U 


+... TO JOSEPH ANDREWS, EG. 


„ N 14 < 1 . , 
' , DEAR SIR, 1 


A TaaxskArtox of the German Play, « on which this 
Tragedy i is founded, was ſhewn me ſome years fince by 
my much-lamented friend and colleague, your late father. 
Though I call it a Tranſlation, there were many deviations 
from the original; particularly that of making the hero 
an Engliſhman inſtead of a German, It was ſhewn, through 
the mediation of Mr. Burton, (then Member for Wendover) 
to Mr. Lewis, of Covent Garden Theatre; who'-objefted 
to it, as well on account” of its length, as of many other 
circumſtances in -which the German and the Britiſn Drama 


22 are 


— — — — — 
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PREFACE. 


are by no means congenial. After this, I. read it; and 
then, by the deſire of Mr. Andrews, re- wrote it in blank 
verſe, and alſo made ſuch other alterations as, in my opinion, 
fitted it better for repreſentatibn om-our Stage. 


— — - -% 2 ＋—4k —2——ů 2 


So altered, I ſent it to Mr. Harris; who, after reading, 
objected to it; on the ſuppoſition (as his anſwer to me im- 
plied) that a ſtory, founded on the tyranny of the Inqui- 
ſition, was * ſuited to the feelings of the preſent day; and 
the event has jaltified His opinion: För the ſame play (at 
leaſt the firſt four aQs of it) though it was Iceived at the 
Haymarket Theatre with applauſe on a ſecond repreſenta- 
tion, when ſome of the Germaniſms that hurt its firſt appear- 
ance were removed, has ſince, for want of ſufficient intereſt, 
been withdrawn. I own I think the general alteration of the 
laſt a& far inferior to the original, though I highly ap- 
prove the change in the cataſtrophe : for I am decidedly of 
opinion with the people of Athens againſt the. decree of 
Ariſtotle, as to the happy concluſion of the Drama, But 
this could be effected with equal propriety in the laſt act, 
as it ftands in this Tragedy, without any other material 


change. 


I cannot admire the violent energies of German Fable, 


which are now ſo. faſhionable . ;:—The machinery of 
Shakeſpear has horror enough for me. But though I have 


Once 


PREFACE; 


once deviated into the territories of the Diablerie Tadefquez * | 
1 do not like a ſyſtem of Mythology that hurries an 
unfortunate young woman into the infernal regions, with 
circumſtances of peculiar terror, for a few intemperate 
lamentations on the loſs of a lover, + or for a breach 
of conſtancy to a dead crufader e are told, by 
a more cheerful ſpecies of fable— 

« Perjuria ridet amantum 

Jupiter. 
A Tragedy being now brought forward from the ſame 


archetype, and'conſequently every idea of the repreſentation 
of this being abandoned,—T could not reſiſt the deſire of 


making public, through the preſs, a Compoſition, in 


— _—_— ä 


* See the © Purſuits of Literature” Part II. Note y, (Second 
Edition). 


+ I am by no means blind to the trankendent merit of Alonse 
and Immogene. It is the privilege of genius (like that of the author 
of «+ The Monk”) to make deformity beautiful. 

Xr I' Emerg Aravra rev 
XT rä Nells byarois 
EmTipignra Tyay , 
K amigey luicrare tifey 
Be. 
which 


PREFACE, 
which my name is joined with that of one of my 
earlieft friends z—to whoſe abilities and virtue it is im- 
poſſible for any pen to do juſtice, | 
| Believe me, 


Dzar Sin, 


With true Regard, 


| Your very fincere and faithful 
| 5 | F 

| Friend- and Servant, 

| | 


HENRY JAMES PYE, 


)} 


| JAMES STREET TERRACE, 
3 June 28, 1798. 


— — 


— — — — 


— 2 bt _— — — 22 —— 2 —— — 
- 
* 
* 
. 
* 4 . 
% 4 wy 4 
— — 
* * 
* - 
% 
„* 
* * 
” 4 _ 
* Fa h 
— 
4 
* 
* 
4 
* 4 - 0 
* : -- 
* b 
, - * » 
- * 
+ 4 
-- 
ba * 
4 b * 
* a . 
(2 4 
* 4 
Ty — 4 
4 4 
o 
* * 
- . 
0 . 
- 
o 
o — — FI 4 
. * 
' . 1 - 
o . 
— 5 
% * : % 
* * - 
2 " - 4 4 
* 1 - ( 
* 
* 
> * 1 
; $ 1 * * 
. 
= x % o * 
1 * 
- 


. . 1 
. 
> 
* 
* 
— p 1 % 
- * 
* 
by * w . 
* 
. £ 

” * 8 

- * 
. 
* _ 4 * * 
1 . p > 
. 
_ 
* 
* 
4 * 


PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 


— 


A 


Don ALonzo pt CasTrRo, » - - - The Patriarch 


Dorn FELIX D' ALMutYDA, - - HI. Friend 


FarnER GABRIEL, THE InqQuis1TOR, Brother to Felix 


Morxpaunt - - - - - A4 Engliſhman 
Don AnToxio - +» - - - - - - - His Friend 
Dizco, - - - - Servant of the Patriarch's 


Doux A ELV. - Miece to the Patriarch 


Na w - = - - Sr Fried 


—_— 


Officers, Servants, Ic. Oc. 
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THE IN COA 
A TRAGEDY. e 
SCENE. 
THE PATRIARCH'S PALACE NEAR LISBON. | 
1 


ACT I: 


Enter AN TONMIO and CLARA: WEB 


Antonio. 
Sar, is Evita here? 
Cla, She is :—but tell me LNG e 
What ſadneſs clouds your brow ?—\—& _ 
Ant. Alas! I cannot. 
Cla. What mean theſe half-form'd words ING 
looks alarm me „ 
O ſpeak, and calm my fas we 
Ant. How ſhall we pour 
be fatal tidings in Etvita's ears? 
B 


= Wy 


C/a. Elvira, Kid you Lheav'ns| yourfriend is abſent, 
Has aught befallen him?) 

Ant. It In a dungeon 8 gloom | 
He lies © confin'd. —The ſons of Perſecution 
Have ſhut him from the day. 

Gla. Impoſſible !— 
The mild, the gentle Mordaunt! Say—Can he, 
Whoſe candid boſom breath'd benevolence, 
Have given an inſult to our Holy Faith, 
Or mock'd its miniſters ?. 

Ant. Hear, then, the 8 
The noble youth, his countryman and friend, 
Companion of his travels—fell a victim 
To that deſtructive demon, which too oft 
Has ſtain'd our ſtreets with blood the murd'rer fled ; 
And Mordaunt, with aſſiduous care, convey d 
His bleeding friend to the firſt roof. The prieſts, 
With pious zeal, officious croud the room. 
In vain did weeping Mordaunt try to ſhow | 
His different faith: The holy zealots, eager 
To make a proſelyte, at once ſurround 
The dying youtbu. i e 

Cla. Ah! Now I fee the horrors | 
Of Mordaunt's raſhneſs: Gentle, tho' he is, 
8 I know 


* 
„ * * 


nt. 


? ” 
* 


eſts, 


( 23 


1 know his gen'rous warmth, his ardent friendſhip 
Will hurry him beyond the bounds of reaſon. 
O blind effect of Prejudice and Pride !— 
E'en in the mildeſt breaſts. His frenzy, then, 
Our Holy Faith inſulted ? 

Ant. Not fo harſhly 
Judge of my friend. Gentle, as vernal ſhowers, 
Fell ſoft Perſuaſion's accents from his tongue. 
But all his efforts, all his calm endeavours 
To free his friend from the ſurrounding croud 
To take his dying words, his laſt embrace; 
The holy ruffians conſtru'd into inſult : 
The guards wete ſummon'd; and, with ſavage force, 
They tore him, ſtruggling, from th' expiring youth; 
His death embitter'd by the cruel outrage. 

Cla. And could you leave him thus? 

Ant. I tried in vain 
To ſtem their violence; my interference 
Had nearly coſt me dear: Deem'd an accomplice, 
And dragg'd before the Holy Office—hardly 
Eſcap'd I from their rage. | 

Cla. And will not Mordaunt 
Be alſo clear'd, when full inveſtigation 
Shall prove his innocence ? 
B 2 Ant. 
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43 
Ant. That he is innocent 
Admits not doubt. Vet is there cauſe for fear. 
Too well you know Gabriel's malevolence: 
By him was I examin'd; and I clearly, 
Thro' the affected candour of his words, 
Could read the fix'd averſion of his ſoul 
To my brave Engliſh friend. He more than hinted 
That Mordaunt's interference had prevented 
The dying youth from breathing out his ſoul 
In our Moſt Holy Faith: And ſuch a charge, 
In Liſbon's walls, will never paſs unpuniſh'd. 
Cla. That meddling churliſh prieſt has ever held 
Th' unhappy youth his foe.—But this is not 
A time for idle reaſoning : we muſt ftrain 
Each nerve to gain his freedom.—Poor Elvira ! 
How will ſhe ſuffer !—how ſhall words * 
This dread event to her? | 
Ant. Ah wretched maid! 
How ſhall her gentle mind, awake to all 
The feelings of diſtreſs, ſupport this blow ! 
—Can we conceal it from her ? 
Cla. *Twill be vain 
To hope it !—Will the penetrating eye 


Of Love be ſo eluded ? She will read 
| | Our 


—_— 


( 53 


Our anguiſh in our looks; and vivid fancy 


Will paint the cauſe with ageravated horrors. 
— But hark! what ſounds of woe! | 


Enter Dixco. 
Diego. Elvira's dying 
For Heav'n's ſake, help! 
Clara. What mean your frantic cries? 
Diego. Breathleſs and pale ſhe lies this fatal tale | 
[Exit Clara. 


Ant. She knows it, then—Didſt thou diſcloſe it ? 
Diego. Sir, 
Too ſure I did, yet far from ſuch intent. 
With anxious voice, ſhe aſk'd why Mordaunt ftaid ; 
And, as I heſitating ſtood, her eye | 
Scanning my inmoſt thoughts. Confus'd and trembling, 
I knew not what I faid; ſhe urg'd me cloſely; 
And I | HE gt) 
Ant. Unlucky chance How did ſhe bear 
The dreadful news? ; = 
Diego. At firſt,” beyond my hopes. 
Dry were her eyes, while mine o'erflow'd with tears. 
Indeed, her colour left her cheek. 


B 3 Ant. 


. 

Ant. Alas 

What, poor Elvira, were thy tortures chew 
Diego. Silent and motionleſs as Death ſhe ſtood, 

Till my fad tale o'er; then, turning round, 

And veiling with a\ ſmile her ftruggling ſighs, 


She try'd to ſpeak, but, on her fault'ring tongue, | 


The feeble accents died; and, to the ground, 
She breathleſs ſunk before us. 
Ant. Oh ! thy folly 


Has plung'd a dagger in Elvira's boſom ! 


hut ſee, ſhe comes! the lovely mourner comes. 


Enter Evita and CLARA. 


Elv. My beſt, my tend'reſt friend, forbear to weep. 
I have no cauſe for grief. Tis true, at firſt 
The ſhock o'erpow'r'd my reaſon ; but tis paſt— 
My breaſt is now at peace, —indeed it is: | 
Why do you weep ? 

Clara. Oh! try to bear aaa 
This ſtorm of ſorrow. 

Elu. Wherefore that advice? 
Do I not bear it—ſay? Am I not calm? 
Do I not | know that, tho' I have been happy, 
Calamity's the lot of human kind? 
What can I more ?-—{burfts into tears. 


8 1 


Ci. Deareſt and beſt of ffiendss 2 
What can I fay to ſoothe” your ſtofney ſorrows ? 
Would I could bear them 3 7 

Ev. Dont I bear them firmy) 
Is not my boſom calm? Are not my e es 
Unfilbd with tent nor oven © boot on of e- 

Cn. Ah! alas, myo d Elvira 34 )? 
This is not firmneſs ;©tis' the ſtunning blow! - | 
Of deep deſpair. ' Conipoſt” your Tified"Tpiiits— 
Support her falling lighs 7 OOTY ST NG 

Elv. | Recovering 2 "My wes TP 
I feel your kind concern, and 1 il tx 
To check this weakneſs.— Shall my flfifh Beſom 
Vield up entirely to its own diſtreſs , 079677 
Regardleſs of your fuff rings Letiene change 
The painful ſubject Say, my gentle Cards? 
Have you forgot the dreadfül ſcene cf danger; 
When the wild bull, inflamn'd © by wWoühdls Atld rags, 
Leaping the barrier, ruſh'd infurtdte n worlT 
To our Veranda Death was if our view, | 
When; fwiker than "6ir ears; the n 
Flew to our reſcue; chrew himfelf® befere ?? 
Oppos'd his body to the furious favage zeblitn Si 
And brought him with his falchion to/tHe gröuffdd. 

B 4 And 
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19 
And muſt this gen' rous youth, —ungrateful Liſbon ! 
Expiate a deed of - mercy, with his life ? : | 
Is friendſhip in your. walls become a crime? 
Say, good Antonio, is the wretched captive | 
Alone no voice to ſogthe the hours of anguiſh ? 
Has he no friend ? Have you forſaken him? 
Aut. At his requeſt, IL. left him; he preferr d 7 
His ſolitary. ſorrows. —Fly,,: he 8 ; 
Ely to my loyd Elvira, leſt the ito... | 
Of her unhappy votary break too A | 
On her ſoft frame. cannot be alone | 
While my warm boſom holds Elvira's image, 
Vu, Ah virtaous Mordaunt !—But, Antonio, tell me 
Where are my; letters; where thoſe faithful portraits | 
Of - my..nffettion—Heay'ns are * expos'd 
To facnlegious' eyes ? 
Ant. Tod ſure. they are. 17 
The Holy-Office eis d on all his papers. 
_ cannot have be. | 
It muſt; be ſo. 7 100 
a on NOW Pra to meet the ſtroke 
That cannot be eluded. - To my uncle, 
The mild, the, juſt Alonzo, I muſt nor- 
_ Vntold, the whole ; ere from the partial voice 
ba | >. 


n ! 


its 


{ 9.4 Y 
Of prejudice and malice he receive it. 
Yes! I will inſtant ſeek him—I will throw | | 
My trembling wrongs before his feet; and move him 
With all the eloquence of miſery. 
My tears ſhall plead our cauſe. | 

Cla. Thoſe tears, Elvira, 
Will choke your utterance—torn by fear and — 
How will you to the Patriarch's ear explain 
The ſource of your affection? trace the ſpring 
Of this your ſecret paſſion; which, howe' er 
On truth and reaſon founded, will to him 
Seem the wild offspring of capricious fancy, 
The viſion of a moment, that has wean' d 
Your wav'ring ſpirit from the love of heavn; 
Where ſtill, whenever Felix' ſuit was urg d, 
You ſaid your vows: were fix d. Better ſome friend 
Should take this office; and, with cool perſuaſion, 
Prepare his mind to hear it. 
Elv. No, my Clara: 91 
The voice of Grief is ever moſt pirſuaſive 
To feeling minds; and well I know the beſom 
Of good Alonzo is the ſeat of pity. - + + 
Oft' have I ſeen his eyes with kindred drops 
Melt o'er a tale of wo; and once to me 
He 


1 0 


He own'd, ere yet the Church receiv'd his vows 
He, too, had bow'd to Love's reſiſtleſs pow'r ; 
He, too, had form'd a tie, which cruel Fate 
Untimely ſever'd. I with tears unfeign'd 
Repaid his confidence.—He kiſs'd them from me, 
Wrung with parental tenderneſs my hand, 
And, fighing, breath'd his fondeſt bleſſings on me. 
I know my griefs will move him. 
Cla. Yet at leaſt 
Let me attend your ſteps. 
Ev. No! I will go 
Alone. Adieu !1—I know your prayers attend me. 
[Going + 
A canta, e tell me truly 
Know you the dungeon's keeper ?—Is he cruel ?— 
Have frequent ſcenes of horror ſteel'd his boſom 
Fo Mercy's gentle voice? 
Ant, I know him not 5 
Let let us hope the beſt. 
Ev. The flatterer Hope 
Soothes too my fears He muft indeed be cruel, 
To injure Mordaunt. Vet my boding thoughts 
Paint him pale, helpleſs, chain'd.— Horrid idea ! 
Shall fetters gall that gallant arm which ſav'd me? 
Oh ! 


( 20] 
Oh I ſhall be diſtracted Vet forgive 
Forgive the wanderings of diſorder'd reaſon; 
I will, I will be calm. — Adieu! my Clara. 
| [ Ext. 
Cla. May Heav'n aſſiſt her ſuit !—The Patriarch's heart 
I know is gentle, and his love for her 
Equals a parent's :—Yet, to find his views 
(Which long have deſtin'd her to noble Felix) 
Croſs'd in a moment thus ; and by a youth 
Unknown, unfriended. Much I dread th* event. 
Then, that malicious churchman—havghty Gabriel; 
His heart is capable of every crime: 
Nor will he heſitate at aught to ruin 
His brother's happy rival. 
Ant. His ambition 
J know too well 
Ca. Tis from that principle 
Alone, he urges thus the ſuit of Felix 
To my unhappy friend. A brother's feelings, 
The gen'rous ſympathy which wakes affection 
In kindred minds, have ſurely not inſpir'd 
This zeal to aid his love; for never yet 
Were tempers more diſcordant : Felix boaſts 
A heart as noble and a foul as open | 


As 


( 12 ) 


As ever glow'd within a ſoldier's boſom ; 
While this baſe Monk is dead. to ev'ry ſenſe 
That centers not in ſelf. 

Ant. Elvira's wealth, | 
Her race, and near alliance with the Patriarch, 


Are ſuch inducements to that prieſt's ambition ;— 
That, be aſſur'd, no means will be omitted 

That Cruelty can frame or Hell ſuggeſt, 

To forward Felix* nuptials, and deſtroy 

All who ſhall croſs his darling ſcheme of greatneſs. 


Enter DIEGO. 


Dieg. O Sir, he comes 
Ant. Who? 


Dieg. Mordaunt. 
Ant. Peace: You dream. | 2 


Cla. It cannot be, your eyes muſt have deceiv'd you. 
Die. I ſaw him croſs the court; and ſee, he's here. 


Enter MozDaunt. 


4. 0 let me 4 him to my breaſt My friend, 
And are you free indeed ? 
9 Mor. Yes, for a moment 
* O Clara! O Antonio! But—Elvira ! 

Where is ſhe? Can I ſee her? 


/ 


| | 


( 


Ant. She 1s gone, 
This inſtant gone to ſeek the Patriarch; own 
Your mutual paſſion ; plead her cauſe before him; 


And ſue for your enlargement. 


Mor. Then ſhe's well, 
And I am truly happy !—Is the Patriarch 
Now 1n the palace ? 


Ant. No, he is at Bellem, 
Sent for by ſpecial mandate from the king 
Each moment he's expected. 


Cla. Tell me, Mordaunt, 
By what auſpicious accident our wiſhes 


Are thus prevented :—By what happy means 
Gain'd you your freedom ? 


" Mor. By my own exertion.— 

From the high turret of the northern fortreſs, 

On the ſteep cliff whoſe beettling ſummit frowns 
High o'er the wave-worn ſhore; I watch'd the moment 
Of the receding ſurge ; and thence, deſcending 

On the dry beech, eſcap'd. 


Ant. Then fly this inſtant ; 
You have not here a moment's ſafety. 


( 14 ) 
Mor. Fly ! | 
No!—I came here to ſee Elvira—claſp het 
Once more in theſe fond arms take from her lips 


A ſad farewel—and then, O heav'ns to leave her! 
Perhaps — heart - breaking thought | for ever leave her | 


Cla. O linger not, death waits you here 


Mor. Ah! never, . 
Never will I forſake this ſpot, till bleſt 
With my Elvira's fight !—By all our friendſhip— 
For Love's, for Pity's fake, O lead me to her 


Ant. Well, ſince it muſt be ſo, howe'er repugnant | 
To Reaſon's ſober dictates, which foreſee 
The iſſue will be fatal, you ſhall ſee her. 
But firſt, let Clara, with aſſiduous friendſhip, 
Prepare her for your unexpected preſence ; 
Or this unhop'd for interview, perhaps, 
May. ſhock too much her feelings. —I mean-while, 
Will guard each avenue, left any eye 
Should trace you to this place. 


[Exeunt CLARA and ANTONIO. 
| Mon- 


( 
MogpAUN T Alone. 


Well! I have gain'd 

A moment's freedom. —How ſhall I employ 

The tranſient bleſſing ? For theſe holy blood-hounds 
Will ne'er forſake their prey. My life's a debt 

I owe to heaven, —but that accurſed dungeon 

Is worſe than death. — Happy, thrice happy Britain! 
In thy bleſt plains no arbitrary mandate 
Reſtrains the ſons of Freedom. To thy ſhores 

I haſte my eager flight, but ah! thoſe ſhores 
Joyleſs I ſeek: for I muſt quit Elvira. 

But ſee, Antonio comes. 


Enter ANTON10, 

What hopes, my friend? 
Say, will Elvira bleſs me with her preſence ? 

Ant. Clara is now preparing her to meet you; 
{Il bring you to her.—Yet, my friend, remember, 
Danger and death ſurround you! Short muſt be 
Your interview; for keen Suſpicion's eye F 
Pervades this manſion. I will watch the while, 
Soon as you hear my ſignal, fly. 


Mor. 


whither ? 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


Ah! 


Mor. 
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Her ſanles my only joy her abſence death. 


Elvira's fate alone determines mine 


ACT. I. 


Enter ELV A and CLARA. 


Ev. But may I truſt your words ?—are they ſincere? 
Or does officious Friendſhip try to flatter; |, 
My gloomy ſorrows with a ray of hope ? 1 ov; 

Cla. Indeed, tis true! And, in a few ſhort hour— 
Perhaps a few ſhort minutes, you ſhall ſee 
Again young Mordaunt. 

Elv. Oh, deceive me not! To 
Misfortune I can bear—you know I can. 
But if deluſive Hope ſhould ſoothe my "boſom | 
With dreams of joy, only to bid me wake FL 
To deeper miſery, I then may fink / eee 
Beneath the cruel ſtroke. If you would win 

<> My 


HS. 


(8) 
My confidence in this, ſhow me the letter 
Produce. the .proſperous meſſenger, who brings 
Theſe happy tidings. 
Cla. Then, Elvira, know 
He has eſcap'd —— 
Elv. Eſcap'd E 120 $ Antonio ? 
Oh, bid him fly this inſtant to his aid! 
Where does he linger? Can he be more ſafe 
Than with his friends, than with his loy'd Elvira? 
But ah! perhaps, he quits this barb'rous ſhore 
Quits Liſbon's hated tow'rs, for thoſe bleſt ſeats 
Where Slavery never comes. — es, he is gone, 
1 ted it in your locks: my ertel gar 
Is fled, AK mall never "fee Him mere. 
Well! he 1s fafe and I am 'bleſt—#hd yer 
Ote pärtiiig tear he tight "Have left ole 8 
One laſt fared bteath's' bor his Toft Ekvits, 


Moxnauxr, Entering. Aeris fun. 
—Go win ſeeing thee ? my - love. my ne 
My only hope ! 
Eu. And do . 


Lire in his arms then, Portale l defy feu 
But 


"(- 39) ). 


But are you really free? I ſcarcely traſt + 
My dazzled ſenſes, ſuch a ſudden change 
From deep deſpair to joy but let me know 
he means of your eſcape. | 
Mor. Suffice it now 
o lee have eſcaped—the time is precious. 
\s through the gloom of night I paſs'd along 
By Tagus' border, ſudden from the flood, 
Sounds of my. native language ſtruck my ear. 
I hail'd the voice, and found an Engliſh bark 
Was anchor'd in the ſtream, and only waited | 
The fav'ring gale to ſpread her fails for England, 
to a generous ſeaman told my ftate,—- - 
My ſuff' rings rais'd his pity, and he promis d 
o bear me hence th' enſuing eve, mean while, 
muſt conceal myſelf. But when the ſhades. 
Of twilight reigns, cloſe by the .caſtern * 
His phe: awaits me. | 
Then, alas l you fly me. : 
6 
a Of joy is ſunkꝭ in -everlaſting night. 8 
Yet death attends you here —haſte, haſte, 5 
This inſtant fly, and et one * __— 
Oh! Mordaunt!-. 
* | Ca row, Mer. 


| 
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Mor. Periſh all my hopes of ſafety. 
No, I will die in my Elvira's arms — 
A moment there is worth a whole eternity 
Of taſteleſs life without thee. 

Ant. Oh! for Love's, 
For Honour's ſake, wake from this dream of paſſio: Wl 
Till evening comes you cannot venture forth. 
Think how we ſhall conceal you, till the hour 
Of flight approaches death awaits you here. 

Ekv. Oh, horror! horror!!! \ 

Cla. In the cloſe pavilion, | 
Deep in the orange grove, he may I think 
Elude diſcovery till the gloom of evening 
Shall favour his eſcape. _ | 

Eid. Alas! my Clara! 

Cla. Peace, ö 
Death or, perpetual bondage wait him here, 
He will be loſt and you can hope no more. 
But once eſcap'd. from Liſbon's ſhores, you may 
In happier hours and more auſpicious. climes 
Meet once again, and yet be bleſt together. . 
Conduct him hence, Antonio. 

Mor. Let a moment 
Give me, a ſingle moment, to receiye 


Elvira 8 if farewel. " 
[Exeunt CLARA and Ax roxto. 


Fai 


. 
To ELviRA, after a pauſe — | 
| | How ſhall I fpeak ? 
heſe ſtruggling ſighs—theſe tears, alas! proclaim . 
y tortur'd boſom. —Muft we part ſo ſoon? 
Dh! I have tender thoughts wauld take an age 
To pour into thine ear, and we, alas! 
ave but a few ſhort moments, We muſt part. 
4. Part, Mordaunt. part.! and can you ſpeak that word? 
ou—who ſo oft have vow'd that death itſelf 
Should ne'er divide us ? Can you calmly now 
hus tell me, we muſt part? 
Mor. Oh, my Elvira ! 
Soul of my life, my boſom's only joy! 
day, do theſe ſtreams. of grief, this throbbing boſom 
Declare me calm ?—Ah! witneſs Love and You! 
wiſh not liſe, but for Elvira's ſake !— 
Here will 1 ſtay, and periſh | 
Elv. You miſtake me: 
Deem not ſo meanly of Elvira's heart, 
To think ſhe baſely thus would facrifice | 
Her lover's ſafety to a fooliſh fondneſs. | 
es, Mordaunt ! yes! you muſt-:depart—muſt 0 
Theſe fatal ſhores to tyranny: devoted, 
For 0 flaps a * not 1955 eim 
o C 1h Will 
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Will linger here behind: I have reſdid'd 
Start not, but hear me- Did we &er imagine 
In ' Liſbon's walls, where (Fortune ſet apart) 
Pale Superſtition puts a cruel bar 
Between our faiths, that we could be united? 
No, Mordaunt —all our fondeſt hopes of union 
On mutual flight were founded. This misfortune 
Only precipitates our on defign. 
I will fly with you, * 

Mor. Oh, it muſt not be !— ar 
Shall I—who ought with more than parent care 
To watch Oer all your actions and conſider 
Your good alone — with ſelfiſh paſſion thus 
Become your vile ſeducer? blaſt at once 
Your fame, your {ſmiling fortune? 

Elv. Hear me, Mordaunt! Jo 
A moment hear me—All your faithful letters, 
The fond effuſions of onr mutual paſſion, 
Are ſeiz'd, and will be open to the Patriarch: 
The conſequence muſt be, my cloſe confinement; 
And I can never hope to ſee you more. 
Then, in your native ifland, you ſhall hear 
Of your Elvim's death; far from your arms; * FE: 
Unable to receive her: parting ſigg ß, . 


LS INT 
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Or pour the tear of friendſhip o'er her grave. 


it; 


46232 
Mur. Oh, ceaſe! for Pity's ſake.— 


Elv. And muſt our hopes— 
Our mutual vows—our promis'd happineſs 
Melt from our graſp hke empty dreams ? 


Mor. Elvira, 
Your ſorrows rack my foul. . 
| Eto. I feel no ſorrqw 
Like the dire thought that Mordaunt would forſake 
Theſe hated ſhores, and fly without Elvira ; 
Her, wa ſo oft” = has call'd his ſoul's delight 
Mor. By Heay'n, you wrong me | 
Yes! I will own the weakneſs of my boſom —— 
I did not aſk my countrymen, alone 
To bear me off; I ſaid, I had a friend— 
A female friend—companion of my flight: 
The ſeamen who attend to take me hence 
Will bring for you a man's diſguiſe. ——Thus far 
My paſſion urg'd ; but Reaſon's colder hand 
Points out the danger of this raſh attempt. 
Should we be ſeen—ſhould unpropitious winds F. 


| Detain the bark———Fc ar me, I know the worſt; 3 


And I defy it : . But—my ſoft Elvira, 
C 4 What 
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What then would be thy lot ?—a cloiſter's gloom, 
A parent's hatred, and à ruin'd fame 
Ekv. Enough of this—my firm reſolve is made. 
Then, if you do not wiſh to quit me, urge 
No more impediments. 
Mor. Then be it fo 
To ſhare or life or death with thee, is rapture. 
But ſay, ſhould we be ſeiz'd ;—muſt we then part? 
Elkv. Ah, never, never !—we will die together: 
That union, Force nor Fraud ſhall ne'er refuſe us ;— 
Death ſhall at leaſt unite us. In the ſurge, i 
Lock'd in each others arms, we'll boldly plunge, 
And ſcorn the force that vainly ſtrives to * us. 


Enter ANTONIO. 


Ant. Away; 
Waste not a moment: Gabriel is arriv d. 
Come, Mordaunt, come; you must retire. 
Mor. 1 go: 
Farewel, my love | Remember 
Elu. Oh, farewell 


[Exeunt ; Antonio and Mordaunt on one A 
Elvira on the other. 


Enter 
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Enter GABRIEL and an Offer. „„ 


— 1 


Cab. How came you here? 

Off. You know, you bade me earch 
For the eſcap'd offender. 

Gab. True; but hither 1 
J did not bid you come. 0 

O. My reverend father, 


1 have abundant reaſon to believe bor 


The fugitive is in this manſion hid. a 
I trac'd his footsteps from the castle wall - + 
To Tagus' brink : inquiring there, I found 
An Engliſh boat had early in the morn # 
Been anchoring near; and that a stranger youth 
Had been in converſe with the Britiſh ſeamen, 
And after bent his steps this way. | 
Gab. Perhaps 
It may be Mordaunt. That his ardent temper , 
And diſappointed hopes might bring him ltuther, 
Is highly probable ; and yet, 1 think | | 
He hardly here would linger long, to meet 
A certain fate. But hark! I hear a stepz | . 
Retire and wait my call. Nag! 


* [Exit Officer. 
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Enter Dο | 


Come hither, Diego. 
Say, have you ſeen Antonio? 
Die. He is here. 
Gab. Where is his boſom friend, that Engliſh youth. | 
Is he here too ? 
Die. I know not. 

Gab. Anſwer truly. | 
No heſitation.— Where is Mordaynt ? Tell me? 
Die. Alas! I know not. | 

Gab. No eyaſion, traitor: 
Declare 'the truth, Your countenance "HEM 
Your inward guilt—[ know you're an accomplice, . - 
An aider of his flight. 7 n enn m4 
Dig. Indeed. my 101d 8 
Gab. Enough ! that will be ſeen— What, ho nden 


Enter Officer. 
Sele this Apostate: bear him instant off 
To cloſe confinement. 
Die. Spare me, holy Father! 
Oh, ſpare me 1 and I will diſcover all. 
Gab. Be ſpeedy, then; I have no time to wait 
Your tardy words Is Mordaunt now conceal'd 
Within the palace ? 
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Die. Heav'ns! must I betray him! 

Gab. What ! - heſitating still Away at once 
With this obdurate ſinner. 

Die. Mercy! mercy ! 
I will confeſ He is conceal'd——— 

Geb. Speak I— Where? 

Die. In the pavilion mid the orange grove 
West of the Palace * | ES 
Wretched, that I am! 


What have I done 
* Gabriel whiſpers the officer, whe goes out. 
Gab. Tis well! you may retire. | > 
[Exit Diego. 


GABRIEL alme. 


Theſe papers have diſclos'd the latent cauſe 
Of fair Elvira's coldneſs to my brother. 
Preſumptuous boy! deſtruction ſhall attend 
Your raſh defigns, and you ſhall croſs no more 
My well-plann'd ſchemes. The weak, the gen rous Ftiix, 
Would heſitate by arts Eke theſe to raiſe 
His tow'ring fortune. —He, good eaſy man, 
Would tain be great, yet 4cruples- to employ | 
e greatneſs. Cond Conſcience 

Thi 
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This gown and holy cowl had better ſuited 

His timid fpirit : I was form'd for action 
To bustle in the world. Yet, thank my stars! 
This ſacred habit has not altogetber 
Fail'd my ambitious purpoſe. 


Enter CLARA. 
Cla. Holy Father! 
What means yon dark attendant of the Church 
That lurks about? I tremble! tell me? 


Gab. Davghter, 
Pretend not ignorance ; you know the cauſe.” 

Cla. I own I do: But tell me, Gabriel, truly 
Why does your faint-like -zeal fo cloſely follow 
This unoffending ftranger ? 
Fab. Unoffending? | 

Speaks Clara thus, the gentle pious Clara? 
Have not his deeds profan'd our Holy Church ? 
Contemn'd her worſhip ? 


Cla, Never, Gabriel, never ! 
Whate'er his inward thoughts, and who ſhall dare, 
Save He who form'd the heart, to n 
Its ſecret ſprings—he never would inſult . ul 
The faith of others. 
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Cab. Speak not fo profanely : 
Such reaſoning ſuits not you. 
Cla. But I will ſpeak 
Will ſpeak the truths I. know :— - truths that ſhall raiſe 
The bluſh of Shame—it Shame can paint the cheek 
Of dark Hypocriſy and maſk'd Ambition. 
'Tis not religious zeal that drives you on 
To Mordaunt's ruin. I have cloſely ſcann'd d 
Your ſecret councils, and I read their ſource. 
You know the, mutual paſſion that, has ;fir'd -, 
Him and my hapleſs friend. , -: ; ; 
Gab. Your hapleſs friend! _..; |: .. 
Does Clara call herſelf Elvira's friend. net 
And thus encourage her miſguided | — * wee 
For this unknown, this wretched weh 
Cla. Are theſe _ | 
The pious dictates of that Holy. Faith. TIE" 
Of which you baaſt to be the miniſter ? | Ani 
Has Chriſtian Charity inſtructed you 
To raiſe Oppreſſion's arm o'er ſuffering Virtue, 
And bend the ſuppliant knee to Pride and Greatnef. 
But why thus waſte my words. or thee, whoſe boſom 
Ne'er felt the touch of loft Humanity. 


I know your zeal——'Tis Felix, not Elvira 2 
Wboſe 


C1 


* 
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Whoſe welfare you conſult. Vet your own ſafety, 
Perhaps, may have ſome weight. The Patriarch comes, 
And with him Felix : tho' he is your brother, 
"He tas a heart; he will not hear, unmov'd, 
Elvira's fad complaints: Nor will Alonzo, 
The govd Alonzo, bleſs the friendly hand 
That bends his niece to earth, or praiſe the inſolence 
That fills with alguazils his facred palace. | 
Conſider this! - | 
Gab, What, is the Patriarch ante £34 
Say, has he left the King? 
Cla. He has; and Felix 
Attends him to his manfion. 
Gab. THfede] "Tis unlucky a 
Cla. Tie you pauſe: You yet may {ave us all 
May fave yourlelf: attend, and hear me coolly i | 
Inſtead of racks and flames, -uſe / nee 
Let Mordaunt fly ! | er 
Gab. Let 'Mordaunt fly \—impoible ! 
*Cla. Well, to your cooler thoughts, 
I leave the atbitration : but, remember 
| That Innocence will never plead in vain : 
To good Alonzo; nor oppreſſive violence 
ape his piercing eye, or juſt reſentment.” 
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GABRIEL alone, | 3 - 
How all I act? howe'er I malk'd my fears 
To Clara's eye, her reaſons have alarm'd me. ; 4 
Alonzo's hind is gentle, and thay bend 

To ſoothe Elvira's 'weaknefs:; and als youth - 

Has gain'd 'a strange aſcendant &'er 'his wind 

Oft have I ſeen his eye with parent fonlineſs 

Watch o'er his actions; while a ſwelling tear 

Stood on the lid---Tis strange la youth unknowa--- 
But he must be remoy'd, 'whate'er the conſcyuenee. 
Good heavens ! Elvira comes. 


Luv. 


06320 


Enter ELVIRA. 


Elu. Off! give me way! 
O Father Gabriel |! 

Gab. Gracious Madam! tell me 
What means this storm of ſorrow ? 

Elk. They have ſciz d +7 
They bear him hence ! they do---indeed they do. 
I ſee they drag him off.---O Clara! Clara! 
Could you not aid him, for theſe feeble hands 
Were ſtetch'd in vain ; the barbr'ous ruffians held me, 
Oh! Pity, Pity ! 

Gab. Gentle Lady, calm 
Theſe fervid ſtruggles.: Nothing has been done, 


But in pure mercy. 


Etv. Mercy! What! to „ r bim 0 
Deep in a dungeon 8 gloom to load his lunbs 
With bolts and galling fetters! Is this mercy ? 

Gab. Theſe ſtrong _ will affe& your health: 
Pray lead her in. | 


Eu. Inhuman 18 no! 
For I can die ev'n here. 


— , — 


2 


Y 


| [ Throwing herſelf on the ground. 
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Enter Monxpauur, guarded. 


ELVIRA, d „ and punis ta him. 


Lou will not fave him, 7 
Alas! you cannot. You have not the pow'r. 5 | 
This arm ſhall do it then, ſhall ſave oY love, * 
My injur'd Mordaunt. 8 
% [Draws @ dagger, is dfarned.) 
Mor. Ruffians, ſet me free. 
Elv. (wildly) Where am I? tell _: W 
Oh, where is Mordaunth;ʒRh/ 
Ah! who are theſe? Ame ! * »Y 
Mor. My love, my life, be calm! 11 £1 
Ew. That well-known „Wel 3:00 28 281A CH, 
Recals my wandering ſenſes, but recals them i 
To more exalted miſery. — you” man!! 
ike «pd ag Muſt he die 
belore, my [Fes 8 ker l, , (r IL 1- 
th: Gab. No! heaven bil *. A 1 
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His guilt muſt firſt be proy d. none ofO 

Elo. Then, worthy Gabriel, n MT 
Grant me a moment's „ with W 8 
You take bim hence for ever.—If his errdts; | of 


„ Are all his crime, perhaps my *ſuaſive voice 
D May 
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May lead him to the truth.— One moment's interview 
Is all I aſk-— What, deaf to my entreaties, 
Hard as the adamant !—or, do you wiſh. 
To fee your patron's darling at your feet ? 
Well, be it fo! behold me on the ground, 
A fad, a weeping ſuppliant l- — 4 
Gab. Lady, riſe ! 
Riſe, I beſeech you. | 
Zu. Never, till you grant | A 
This ſmall, this laſt requeſt. 
' Gab. J muſt not now, | 
Yet; this 1 promiſe, ere he leaves the palace x 
He ſhall reviſit you: will that ſuffice? | 


Eu. Alas, it muſt ! ———— 


—{To — 374 Sit, you have dads ven 
this was no low, | | 

No common flight of love! Alonzo's niece, 

The flow's of Portugal, was worth your care. | 

But well 1 know your country's arrogatice ! 

You thought alliance with an Engliſh Soldier 

* honor Lifbon's 8 | | 


1 
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Ms. 1 | 
Like this I ſcorn—Yet | e Yen to thee, vite reptite 1 f 


Thus much I will in ſpite of ſcorn reply. 


Elvira's merit is 2 prize o high 
As-mocks the worth of princes—elfe, I fell you, 


In any other claim, a Britiſh Soldier 
Is equal to the proudeſt of the race 
Of this miſguided country. | 

Gab. Haughty youth ! | 
I do not wiſh to wrangle with thee now, 

But make one fair propoſal. 

Mor. Well! I hear you. , 

Cab. Know, 1 deteſt thee ; j for thy hated paſſion 
— tand between my brother and Elvira. | 
Tis i in my power to cruſh thee to the galt, 

To tread thee into nothing. 

Mor. This from thee, | N 
Thou nel ruffian |—Give me patience, Heav' al 
It is too much 3 | 

Gab. Refirain thy ugs and mark me. 

This inſtant quit this manſion,—I will ſee thee 
Safely conducted to thy country's: veſſel. 
Forſake this hoſtile ſbore,—depart, and live. 


D 2 Mer. 
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Mor. What, leave Elvira thus—Is this your promiſe ? 
This the fond interview your voice allow'd us? 
No, 1 vill die a thouſand deaths, ere thus ; | 
F orego our laſt fad meeting, 
| Cab. ; Then you will not 
Accept my proffer'd. ſalety ? 

Mer. No, proud churchman ! 

Here wall I ſtill remain: Nor dare you violate 
By impious force, this place, Fe | 
Gab. That will be fee —— 
[To the Officer.) , 
This inſtant, bear him of. 

Mor. Ruffians, unhand me — 

Cue on theſe ſervile bands !—O torture! torture! 
OO [He is forced of 

Gab. EY * perious head-ſtrong boy |—but chains and faſting 
Shall bend his ſtubborn” ſpirit. Let me now 
Examine this, which from his boſom dropp' 
Ainid 'the firugyſe —— 

[Opens 4 pocket- bool, and readt. 
| | Gracious" Heaven defend me! 
What do I ſee ?- 


ro Don Ade Biſhop | 

Of Salvador in the "Brafik. ' What means this? 
The fooliſh boy is furely ignorant 1 
"ig That - 


"XY" 
* CA” 


. 
* Wl That this Alonzo is the potent Patriarch , 
Who now preſides o'er Liſbon ; elfe he never | 
Had ſuffer'd letters of ſuch high import 
To lie unheeded by—Now, by my order, 
I am amaz'd—Here is within this packet 
Something inclos'd—I muſt examine it. | 
Ramirez.—! 1 A 


Enter Officer. þ 77-9 oh 
OF. Sir! | 
Gab. Attend to what I order. 
Be ſure your priſoner dees not ſee the Patriarch, 
Or ſend ought te him; keep him cloſe confin'sd : 
Do this, as you regard my future favor. 
| [Exit Officer. 
Now ſeals give way : but hark ! ſome one approaches. 
| "BO up the my 


: * 11 . . 


Enter Fats * 


* 


Cab. Felix ! ſo foon return'd | Where is the Patrarch? 

Fel. He is arriv'd—and has with mark'd di pleaſure 
Heard the complaint of Clara. 

Cab. With diſpleaſure :s: 
Has he then diſapprov'd my pious zeal? 


mn D 3 Fel. 
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Fel. Could he approve your violence? to ſeize 
This ſtranger here beneath his roof? Even I. 
All partial to you as I am, condemn, it. 

Why do you, with ſuch unrelenting rigour, 
Thus perſecute this youth? 

Gab, His daripg hereſy 
Obnoxious to our faith—— 

Fel. Oh! brother, brother | 
This pious motive will not pals with me. | 
' Beſides, the Patriarch (whoſe religious zeal 

Burns with a flame at leaſt as ſtrong as yours) 
Deein'd not the youth ſo guilty. I will uſe 
My warmeſt intereſt in this ſtranger's cauſe. 
His manly condu& and ingenuous manner 

Have. won my. good opinion. 

Cab. Oh! beware | — 

Of ſuch misjudging candour. Know this Mordauni 
This mild ingenuous ſtripling, is your rival— 
Is ou. ſucceſsful rival. | 
Tis umpoſlible. 

— Tis true. See bate-—Mithin my hands, I hold 
The proofs—the damning proofs. . 

Feb. "Wow me thoſe proofs ? 


Gab. 


nt, 
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Cab. That muſt not be. 
They. were ſeiz'd on him by the vigilance 
Of our Moſt Sacred Office, and beneath 
That holy ſeal are clos'd. The Patriarch firſt 
Himſelf alone muſt break it : then his juſtice 
Will give you ample vengeance, 

Fel. From his power 
I aſk no vengeance—If the treach'rous youth 
Has dar'd invade my future happineſs, 
Even in the tendereſt point, Elvira's love, — 
This arm ſhall do me juſtice. I nor want 
Your ſubtle arts to right me, nor the rigour, 


The feeble rigour of a churchman's mandate. 
Give me the Papers, 


lan at them. 

bab. No, the tale of perfidy © N 
Would but enflame your rage How would you bear 
To find that Mordaunt, a poor wandering outcaſt, 
Had in a few ſhort days, with artful wiles, 


+ Blaſted your hopes on years of ſervice founded— | 


Won that obdurate heart, which all your' . 

Your fond aſſiduous tenderneſs, ſo long 

Had woo'd, but woo'd in vain ? One only itep 

Can make Elvira yours—the death of Mordaunt. 
D 4 Fel, 
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Fel: Perfidious maid! was he the hated cauſe 
Of all your coldneſs, when you ſighing turn'd 
Reluctant from the nuptial vow ? On heav'n 
And holy ſolitude fixing your choice. 
Was Mordaunt all that heaven? 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, the Patriarch. 
Gab. Now brother, mark me once again : Your hope 
Of fair Elvira's hand, her future welfare— 
Dearer than all—depend on Mordaunt's ruin. 
Remember this, and croſs not my deſigns. 


Enter the PATRIARCH. 


Pat. How comes it, Gabriel, that my boulg.s, thu 
| Become the feat of uproar ? Wheretore glare 
The miniſters of juſtice *neath this roof, 
The ſeat of peace and ſanctity? From Clara 
I have a ſtory heard that wounds my boſom : 
Are you inform'd of it? 

Gab. My honour'd Lord, | 
I knew nought of the buſineſs, till theſe letters, 
Found on the Engliſh youth, reveal'd it. 
8 Pat. 


( 

Pat. Then, | 
Equivocation ſet apart, you knew it: 
And I muſt tell you, that I diſapprove, 
Moſt ſtrongly diſapprove, your daring conduct. 
What? when the honour of my houſe—the' name 
Of my Elvira—thus was brought in queſtion, 
To blazon forth the buſineſs to the world 
With ſtudied induſtry———does this become 
The man, who ſtyles himſelf my friend ?—what — 
My bittereſt foe do more? | 


Gab, Your orders were 
Never to make distinctions, when Religion 
And Justice were annex'd. 


Pat. And fo, you choſe 

To change a general maxim to an order 
Strictly to be obſerv'd in every caſe; 
Regardleſs of pecular circumstanſe; 

And turn the Sword of Juſtice and of Mercy 
Against your Patron's boſom. /; Yet, perhaps, 
You might, without offence to rigid Justice, 

By being partial to a friend, at least, 
Have deign'd to tell me first of your nt 6% 
—Conſulted my opinion. 


Gab. 
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Gab. Holy Father! 


80 much 1 fear d to * you * * ale 
That 


Pay. Well, no more]! but, henceforth, learn 
Tue Sword of Justice never ſhews ſo bright 

As when the 'cherub Merey blunts its edge; 
And, when Religion draws it, cruel Rigour 
Wears a redoubled horror. But, of this, % 
More in a fitter ſeaſon—] at preſent. 

Would ſee your priſoner. 


| Gab, He ſhall instantly 
Await your pleaſure. 

Pat. In the hall of audience | 
Attend with him: there will J hear the whole 


Of that unhappy. story. fi (ISAS RAI" 
[Exit Gabriel. 


After @ pauſe] 
| Now, Don Felix, 
We may lament the ruin ot our hopes, 
The tranſient fabrick Love and Friendſhip plann'd. 
How has the pleaſing viſion ſooth'd my ſoul, 
To think my boſom friend would foon become 
My neareſt kinſman: But, alas! tis 0'er— 


% 
_g 
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For ever loſt! This painful dignity— - - - 
Which Heaven can tell I never fought —has planted 
Thorns in my faireſt paths! Yet well I hop'd - 
To paſs my lateſt hours in placid calmneſs. 
Lou know, my friend, the ſtory of my life: 

You know how Riches, Honour, Power, have flow d 
With laviſh current on me; — Well you know, 
Unaſk'd by me, my Royal Maſter gave me 

His warmeſt confidence. But ah! the joys, __ 
That ſweeten public cares, are now denied mel. | 
Return'd this moment from my Sovereign's preſence, 
Loaded with higher honours, and their conſequence | 
Severer duties—I a moment ſnatch'd | 

To breathe the quiet of domeſtic, leiſure - 
With thee, my friend, and my belov'd Elvira 
And what a ſtorm has met me Por Elvira! 
Too well, alas! this heart can ſympathiſe 1.4 
With thy diſtreſs !|—for I alas! have known, : 1 
The cruel pangs of diſappointed love: 

Nor do] feel unhurt the deep r 

That waits the unhappy Mordaunt! - . * - 


'? 
mY 


Fel. Name him not * 


He nor deſeryes your frieqdlhip nor your pity: 
For, as my brother tells me——. - -- 
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Pat. Ah, Don Felix T, 
Truſt not to Gabriel's words.—It grieves me much W 
To wound a brother's feelings ;---but his actions Al 
Are "mark'd by ſtrong ſuſpicion, and diſgrace 
Even now hangs o'er his head. Mordaunt, *tis true, 
Has been imprudent, and my peace has ſuffer'd 
From his miſguided paſſion ; yet I own 
I feel a ſympathetic power that binds me, 
know not how, to love him! Then, his country— 
Where her I loved his features, too, ſo ſtrongly 
Reſemble that dear image fix'd for ever 
Within this boſom ! that, did time or circumſtance 
Warrant the thought, I ſhould ſuppoſe him link d 
By blood to her ! 

Fel. What, with Matilda ?—her, | 
Your long-loſt Engliſh miſtreſs !!' — © 

Pat. O my friend! 5 
You know the painful ſecret of my ſorrows; | 
You know, too well, the Courtier, Stateſman, Prelate, 
Ne'er from his breast could drive the fond remembrance WA: 


Ot happier joys long past; Elvira's paſſion = |: 
Recals thoſe ſoft ideas :—Clara tells me Na 


Love has ſo strongly ſeiz d her ardent boſom, 
Once fix d, I thought, on Heaven; but which I try d 
= : _ To 


ch 


te, 


To 
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To turn to you) that much I fear its force 
Will, if reſiſted, urge ſome dire reſolve. | 
Ah, would I could indulge it !—but, alas ! | 
That cannot be! bars not to be o'erpaſs'd 
Forbid the thought. My poor, my lov'd Elvira | 
You were my fondest hope! the only relic 
dvd from the wreck of all my ſoul was fix'd on! 
Joy after joy is, by relentleſs Fate, 
Torn from my tortur'd boſom ; and I stand 
Alone, unſhelter'd, mid a storm of ſorrow |! 
Fel, My Lord, the ſubject bears too hard upon no” 
Try to direct your mind to other cares. 
Pat. Tis all in vain! Ambition's glaring bens. 
That meteor which the buſy world purſues _.. 
With unremitting zeal, has now, alas! . l | "4 
No charms for me! The deep tho filent memory 
Of human Nature's dearest, best affe&tions— | 
Never, ah! never to be hop'd again !— 
Preys on my beste with a vultüre beak. 
And, While the hate torture gnaws my mt ; 
How can the trappings of ſuperfluous Greatneſs * 
deen ev'n a ee ?—Oh, Felix, 1 am wretched! 


Error, ; : 


* END Or THE THIRD ACT. 
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3 el. © Abrdauit. ' gt Ae ik. 

am 1 hither brought, © 2 wretched pageant 
For _—_Y to gaze "on ? 15 it not enougli 
To | perfecute” the wretched, f that Jou thus e 
Add inſult to mils rtune? OE OR» 


Gab, 1 infult. mat - 8 . 
Tis not my orders bring you K * As 
Could ſpare you turther trouble, and at once 
Coalign you to oblivion : But the  Patriatch 
Demands to ſee you; Lol he comes; to him 8 
Make your n, not me. 
ent (IG CAA Pat, 


(47) 
Enter PATRIARCH, 
Pat. (Seeing Mordaunt)} Gabriel, how's this? 
In chains! Why ſuch exceſs. of rigour ? 
Gab. Sir, 


; [You know tie Holy Office always treats 
\ fugitive with ſtrict ſeverity : 
| but obey its canons. 


Pat. {To Mordaunt.} Sir, you fee, 
hat flight and oppoſition have but added _ 
o your misfortunes. That 1 was your friend, 


y friendſhip from you: This be then the proof; 
ive me the ſanction of your ſolemn promiſe | 

Tv render up your perſon, when demanded, 
To anfwer your accuſers ; and till then 
Not to quit Portugal; and you are free. 

Mor, Rever'd Alonzo, 

| pledge my promiſe, but ·— bs; its 
Pat. Why heftate? | ha 


Mor, Forgive me, Sir ! the prince of _ 


2A 


1 [Pointing © \ Gabriel. 4 Fe 
Dat, : | | Pat 


ant 


ſou know; nor has this raſhneſs quite eſtrang d 


ESDd: N 
Pat. (To the Officers) What, in fetters ſtill f d 
This inſtant free him. — 


| £1527 % bn t boſe Mardaine, © 1 
Mor. Oh, this goodneſs nn 1 


Alas! too well I feel I do not merit 
Such kindneſs from your hands. | 
. | Wh TOS 241 Wo T7? N \ 
Pat. Retire, and leave ds * 


* 1 N g "1 
For a few moments. 


[Alg# ext exiept the Patriavch and Mordaunt, : 


To Munde, qui a pauſe © 3 OY 
: Tell me, raſh yo « __— 
What wayward deſtiny firſt Tabs you hither | . 
To 1 your own rain, and to bring deſtruction s 
On this unhappy houſe? 1 Sey, what advantage | 
Could your moſt | fanguine wiſhes hope, from gaining 
The fond afſeftions of a wies ing, RR” 
Who never can be yours ! * 
[Afde] His look Ghats mel 
His mein, „bia eyes are hers! Myſterious Heaven 
How can this be!—O Mordaunt, I eſteem'd you; 
I thought mild Candour and ingenuous Truth I ? 
Reign'd in your boſom ; how have you 'deceiv'd me 
—Alas, I feel” it —— + truſt me, youth, 


A The 


1 0 


1 

The time will come, when you will vainly wiſh 
You had reſtrain'd this impulſe of the ſoul. 
—1 ſpeak as one by ſad experience taught 
The dire effects of unreſiſted paſſion ; 
L as & father ſpeak, —— | 

| L Mees. 

Mor. My honor'd Lord, 

Were I permitted— 


Pat. I have heard it all— | 
Know all you have to ſay. The gentle Clata, 
Warm in your cauſe, has painted your imprudence 
With every ſoftening ſhade that partial friendſhip 
Could blend with it. I do you ample justice: 

I think your paſſion free from ſelfiſh interest, 
Founded on love alone—but what of that? 
Elvira can't be yours, you know ſhe cannot. 
Rouſe then your ſlumbering virtue, quit this country. 
—Your promiſe to remain I here give back ; | 
My friendſhip ſhall attend you, ſhall Pope vou 
Where'er you go. | | 


Mor. Oh, good Alonzo, 1 me.. vu” 
The effort is too e ot 8 — 2705 U 


E. : 1 f Pai. 
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Pat. Nought is too great 
For duty and for virtue to accompliſh, | 
In him who knows the ſacred claims of both. 
Mark the example of a woman's firmneſs. — 


I know a man, he was my neareſt friend, 
Who form'd a union of the cloſeſt kind 
With a lov'd maid one of your country too: 
Yet, when the gen'rous fair-one found their nuptials, 
If e'er divulg'd, would blaſt his future proſpects ; 
Not her on love—not even his happineſs _ 
Weigh'd in her boſom leaving friends and him 
To ſpleadid | miſery and torturing greatneſs, 
She ne'er was heard of more.—Oh, gen'rous Mordaunt 
Follow this great example, and reftore us 
Mr. Oh, tis too much — 
Give me again into the harpy fangs 
Of ſtern Oppreſſion—they can only take 
My worthlefs life: your goodneſs is more cruel ; 
You bid me live, live far from my Elvira. 
Miſtake me not ;—I have no hopes: I know, 
You never can unite us,—and your. friendſhip 
Bars all clandeſtine enterpriſe. In pity 
Seek not to ſave me from the ſtroke of death,— 
| The 
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The only remedy for woes like mine. 
Oh, moſt benevolent of men] your mercy + 
Only prolongs my torture. 2112 
Pat. Hapleſs youth, | ' 1 t 
You give me heartfelt anguiſh I your r tre 
Recals the fatal hour Ah, Mordaunt, Mordaunt 
Lift up your hopes, beyond this troubled ſcene 
Of woe and miſery, to thoſe bleſt climes 
Where only real happineſs is found 
What are, alas! the faireſt hours of man, 
But tranſient gleams of comfort, ſoon obſcur d 
By deep'ning clouds of: forrow ? 5 
Mor- Am I then, et gfÞ 1. 
Cut off from every Ti Wiyy hal 1 not, 
bre yet my ſenſe could feel the ſtrokes: SN 
with my unhappy parents. rg will err ! 
Pat. With your parents“ MITES: . 
Mor. My father died ere my reniembriticiane dhith, 
And to my mother's life my birth was fatal. 
Her ſiſter foſter'd me, and I was bred 
To every fair acquirement at her death, 
For ſhe my last my only friend is gotie © 
| was, by her bequest, to ſhape my way " 


7 E 2 5 L To 
he b 
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To Liſbon ; hence to ſail for the Brafils: "i 
What stop'd my courſe you know. 
Pat. Strange destination! 
To the Braſils! Would I had met you i 
Mor. Have you, my Lord, been - there? 
| Pat. Les, many years 22 
I a 1 ; 


\ 


Gapnre enters both fellaved * Faux. 
Gab. Sir, . f . 
One Word 1 beg. 5 
| [Tales the Patriarch afide. 


Mor. The Patriarch's strangely mowed od 
O ſpare: his [gen'rous boſom, Gracious Heay'n | | 
Double my woes, ſo he be! freed from ſorrow. 
This meddling prieſt torments him. — 

Pat. ¶ Sewing a letter to Mordaunt. Do you k know 
This paper, Sir? g 

Mor. I do. | | 

Pat. And were you, thin, 
As this your countryman's diſpatch es 
To fly the coaſt of Portugal, and bear 
A woman with you ?” - 

Mor. Yes. 


Pat 


al, 
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Pat, That woman was , 
Mor. Elvira I am wretched, but I ſcorn 
To vel the truth, | 
Pat. Your pardon, Father Gabriel! 
Your zeal was well directed. 
To Mordaunt.) Sir, you promis'd, 
Promis'd me, even now, you would not quit 
Theſe ſhores unknown to me. I ſee your artifice— 
Juſt Heay'n ! that ſuch a treach'rous heart ſhould lurk 
Beneath ſo fair an outſide . 
Now to your fate —I leave you to the laws 
You have inſulted. Officers approach, 
Secure your priſoner, and, at dawn of ; day, 
Bear him to- Liſbon. _ 6 | 
[The Officers furreund Mordeunt, 


Mor. 1 ſhall not refiſt. | 
[ Exeunt all, except Abend and Officers. 


But I leave you 


Now all is loſt !—my only, hope has left me; 
And even my fame will ſuffer none to clear me 
From this imputed treachery 0 Heay'ns ! 
Defend me from this intery iew—Elvira, 

My loſt un, Comes. | 


'E3 1 2 74 , M . N IS. Emer 
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Etv. And is he free- 
Loos'd from his galling chains by good Alonzo? 
[Sees Mordaunt ſurrounded by Offers.) | 


Ah, dreadful ſight —4 priſoner ſtill! O Clara! 
Say, was this well, to ſoothe me thus with hope 
Only to wound me more — And then, the Patriarch 
(He, whoſe relenting ſoul I thought all Ow 
Is mercileſs as Gabriel ?—Be it ſo; 
My boſom, too, is ſteel'd; and I ay 
The threats of further torture, ee 

Off. Sir, You heard | 
The Patrjarch's order; you muſt quit this ben 


Mor. Now, my beſt love, be firm; ſummon your ſpirits; 
For we, alas! muſt part, 0. noble Felix! 
Foes, rivals as we are for Honour's ſake, 

By all you hold moſt ſacred, I coryure you, 
Inform the Patriarch (in whoſe eyes I now 
Seem an ungrateful traitor) that the plan 
Of flying with Elvira was. concerted 

Before I pledg'd my lolemn faith to him. 
Tell . that, with religious ſanRtity, 


I would 


11 1 1— 1 


( 


J would have kept that faith: Tell him, my life 
My happineſs are loſt—but not my honour, 
Fel. 1 ſwear to do you juſtice. 
Mor. *Tis enough ! 1 
J aſk no other favour. But Elvira, 
My lov'd, my loſt Elvira 
Elv. Yet one word, 
One parting word. 
Fel. My boſom bleeds to ſee you! 


Could but my pity aid you, I were bleſt. 


Elv. You pity me ?—I thank you: Every wretch 
Meets generous pity ; But what friendly hand 
Will ſuccour miſery ? 

Fel. You wrong me, Madam— 

Heaven knows you do; and could I think this youth 

Deſerves the tears you ſhed 
Cla. Then hear me, Felix: 

My judgment is not warp'd by fond affection 

To juſtify this youth. How can you doubt him ? 

That ſympathetic unifon, which draws 

True Honor to its likeneſs, ſhould ere now 

Have ſhown you fout Diſhonour never maſks 

Her loathfome form beneath th ingenuous brow | 

That honest Candour lights. | 


S 4 i: Fel, 
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Fel. I do believe you; 
I will this moment hasten to Alonzo, 
And ſet his error right. | 

Elu. It is too late 
My uncle will not now believe the tale. 
I know he will not. In one thing alone 
You can aſſist us now. 

Fel. Oh, name it to me, | 
And you ſhall ſee my zeal to ſerve your wiſhes. ( 

Elv. Obtain for me a ſingle interview ; 
With Mordaunt, ere he leaves this place for Liſbon— 
An interview, unwatch'd by prying eyes 
Of keen Suſpicion ; I have much to fay. 
Gain me but this, and I ſhall ever feel 
The warmeſt gratitude, — 


Fel. 'Tis a hard taſk—but you ſhall be obey'd, 
[ To the Officers, who urge Mordaunt to go. 

Suſpend your haſte : I'll anſwer this delay.— 
Madam, my word is ſacred ;—tho' I ſee 
Nought but accumulated grief await. 
This interview, my intereſt ſhall be urg d 
To its extent to gain it. Do you wiſh 
This inſtant to obtain it? 


Eid. 
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Elv. (After a pauſe No I aſk 
A little time to recollett my firmneſs.— 
'Tis not before the morning's dawn, that Mordaunt 
Departs for Liſbon ; let me, then, this right 
See him alone in the arcade that leads 
To the pavilion: there the guards may wait 
To watch their priſoner. 


Mor. Shall I be permitted 
Once more to hold free converſe with 3 
Again my vows of everlaſting love? 
Vet; my Elvira, let me ſpeak one word, 
One ſingle word, even now. 
Apart to Elvira] Remember that 
We had reſolv'd to live or die together. 
That now. depends on you—then be provided 
With means to ſet us free. | 
Elo. Enough—'tis done— 
Behold this phial 7 
Mor. Dread alternative! IX 
My boſom thrills with horror Aust you die? 
To Felix.] 
I know you, Sir know I can truſt your honour : 
4 would repay your kindneſs ; but, alas ! 
I'm 
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I'm poor in all, but gratitude, ——Farewell, 
Farewell, my lov'd Elvira! 


[ Throws himſelf among the officers, and is led off. 


Ely. Is he gone? 
[Sinks into a chair. 
Cla. Alas, ſhe faints !—O Felix, if a ſpark 
Of that fond paſſion, which you once have felt 
For my unhappy friend reſt in your bolom, 
Fulfil her wiſhes, let. her ſee again 


The wretched Mordaunt ; now a ann 
Would drive her to deſpair. 


Elu. ( Trying to kneel, which Felix prevents J—— 
: Oh, hear me! hear me! 
Deny me not the only conſolation 
That this diſtracted heart can know,—He's gone, 
Without one fond adieu! Think what it is 
To quit one's boſom's only hope, deny'd 
To breathe one parting figh ! 
Fel. Oh, doubt me not ! 

My ſolemn promiſe never can be broken. 
At hazard of my life—at hazard even 
Of, what is dearer far, Alonzo's friendſhip— 
I will obtain this interview. Be calm ; 


I may 


hn vm my 
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may be more ſucceſsful even than this: 
At leaſt, be certain of my warmeſt zeal 

To do you every ſervice, Tho my love 
Is difappointed, I will be your friend. 
Wretched I cannot be, if you are happy. 


? 


* 


[ Exeunt, 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT, 
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ay 


Enter GARRIEI and Don Fri. 


It thwarts my beſt deſigns. Some truſty perſon, 
To watch the good old Patriarch in my abſence 
Would lull my fears to ſilence.— Lou, Don Felix 
His ancient friend, who ſhare his warmeſt confidence, 
By intereſt and by blood are doubly bound 
To do this office, —but the buoyant down 
Is ſteadier than your breast :—a tear, a ſigh, 
A mournful tale, unmans you in a moment : 
And this deluſive mummery of mercy, 

This wiſh to ſave a wretched hypocrite, A 


v 
Gab. This ſudden call to Liſbon is unlucky; MW T 
F 
A 


( 61 


Our bitterest foe, o'erturns each brilliant proſpe& 
That Intereſt and Ambition can diſplay. 
Even your ador'd Elvira | 
Fel. That is o'er. 
I have, in Reaſon's balance, fully weigh'd | 
My hopeleſs love. Our different age and temper ; r 
Her paſſion for this ſtranger youth; convince me 
I cannot, with the ſhadow of fucceſs, 
Purſue her favour. | 
Gab. Vain and childiſh weakneſs ? 


But, mark my words.—-Keep, for a time, Alonzo 


In this his preſent mood The next fair wind 
Wafts this obſcure adventurer to Braſil : 
There, let him, in the bowels of a mine, 
Form airy viſions of Elvira's love, 


: And ſhare the Patriarch's wealth, 


Fel. Inhuman Gabriel 
Will nothing but his wretchedneſs cullice ; 5 
How has this youth offended you? | 
Gab. In nothing. | 
Your intereſt I conſult, His life or death 
To me are equal—I regard him not. 
But, if he is not ſpeedily remov'd, 
And fo remov'd as never to return, 
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As certain as to-morrow's ſun ſhall, riſe, . 
Elvira will be his not by contrivance, 
Or ſecret flight, but from the Patriarch's hand. 
Fel. Brother, you ſurely rave! A 


rf 


— 


Gab. Convince yourſelf, 
Behold, this portrait! 7 8 
Fel. Tis Alonzo! 5, en 8 
As it ſhould ſeem in youth : But what of this # 
Gab. Oferlook this ſuperſcription—*To Alonzo, 
Biſhop of Salvador” —The Patriarch's picture 
Was in this letter, L 
Fel. What were its contents? | ES 
Gab. Prudence perhaps \ would bid me keep them ſecret, 
Did I not hope Elvira's certain loſs. 
May rouſe you into aQjon,—Briefly thus : Ik 


— 


You know Alonzo, in his prime. of fe, 
Was ſent to England, when. the embadly 
Of Pedro went. OY” | 

Fel. 1 know it well proceed , - 

Gab. There a fair Engliſh woman' 8 s fatal charm 
Enſnar'd his boſom: Soon his ardent ſuit 
Won her affection; and a private marriage 
Indulg'd their paſſion. After this event, 
Alonzo was recall'd, His family, 
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Finding the Church a fairer proſ pect open'd 
To his advancement, made him quit the mm 
Iro fill a facred function. 


Fel. From Alonzo, 
All this, in confidence, I've learn'd before. 
| know, too, that the Britiſh heroine ſcorn d 
To hurt his future fortunes, and reſoly'd 
To hide their marriage. When at length ſhe found 
Alonzo deaf even to the hint of parting, | 


Sudden ſhe diſappear'd, and her retirement 
Baffled his fruitleſs ſearch. I further know 
Nought could induce him to receive the order 
<< or Holy Prieſthood, till undoubted proof 
Shew'd him his wife had with her burthen pere 
In an unlucky labour. 
Cab. But you knew not 
That arp was forg'd—that ſhe produc'd a foul, 
A living ſon. —In her retirement rear'd him, 
As from a fister ſprung,—and that this ſon 
Is Mordaunt. ; | 
Fel. Mordaunt? Do 1 bear you right ? 
Juſt heav'n! can this be true? 


Cab. Too ſure it is. | 
Fel. 


d- 
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Fel. Oh, ſtrange event | But where's th'heroic mother! 
Gab. Th'heroic mother, as you call her, liv'd 
To rear this youth; nor was each bright Attainment, 

That travel or that ſtudy could bestow, | 

Spar'd in his nurture—for ſhe was not poor. 

Dying, while he was abſent, ſhe bequeath'd 

This packet to his care; with ſtrict in junction 

To give it to Alonzo, whom her ſearch 

Had only trac'd to the Braſils. The titles 

By royal favour in ſucceſſion gain'd 

Of Prelate, Patriarch, Cardinal, conceal'd 

The powerful ſtateſman from his vagrant offipr ring 

Conceal'd I hope for ever. | 

Fel. Source of Mercy | 8 : 

Can ſuch remorſeleſs malice ſwell the boſoai 

Of one, who boaſts to be thy miniſter ? * 

I, train'd to war and bloed, ſhrink at the thöught 1 

Would you coticeal this ſecret from the Patriarch 

Withhold the letter and the faithful portrait— 

Withhold his only fon f——— F 
Gab. Surely I will! 

Twere madneſs elſe. Do you not 2 the triumph A 

The inſtant triumph of our hated foe y 

| Waits the diſcovery ? 
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Fel, Of our hated foe? | 


Yours he may be, for you have inj ur'd him. 
But know, Alonzo's ſon is- Felix* friend. 


Enter 4 Servant haſtily. 


Ser. My Lord, the carriage waits to bear you hence. 
The Patriarch too has ſent again, to urge 
Your quick departure. 
Gab. Is his eminence 
Now in his chamber ? 
Ser. Yes, but he enjoin'd us | 
Not to disturb him there: He is retir'd 
To private meditation. 


[ Exit, 
Gab. I must go. 


ut! Lou will not ſure, from fooliſh qualms of cotſcience, 


reh Betray what I've reveal'd? 


Fel. I never yet 
Have injur'd you, and you must trust me now. 
Gab. You cannot mean to tell the Patriarch, Felix 
pi Aſſure me that you will not. 
; 1 | [Servant enter t. 
- Well, I come. 
Fel F Goes 


Goes to the door, returns.] | 
Beſides, perhaps the tale may not be true 1 
No one can prove it while I keep theſe papers. 


Think well on this. — What has my folly done! 
[Exit with the Servant. 


FELIX alone. 


What muſt I do? What Gabriel has diſclos'd 

Is ſurely true. He only from that paper | | 

Could have obtain'd the ſecret of the marriage 

To me entruſted :—How ſhall I determine ? FE 

Why heſitate !—The ſacred call of Honor 

And Friendſhip's holy voice muſt be _— 

Tis true I ſerve a rival,—but away 

Each ſelfiſh thought; Elvira flights my love, 

But ſpite of ſcorn 1 | yl deſerve her friendſhip. 
1 8 


ELVIRA alone. 


Let me not think —there is no room for doubt: : 
Why ſhould I longer bear this weight of wo, 
When death can free me? What is wretched life, 
When ev'ry hope is fted ?—I can remember, 
When earth and nature ſmil'd—when ey'ry object 
Teem'd 


1'd 
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Teem'd with delight, and each revolving hour 
Brought new enjoyment. —But that ſcene is ani d, 
And gloomy horror ſits with ſable wings 
Brooding o'er all creation Let me go 

To happier realms, where never yet deſpair 

Or anguiſh came. This precious medicine 
Shall "free me from the pangs of ſeparation, — 
From quitting all 1 love. The time approaches 
Of our laſt interview and muſt I leaye 
My Clara—leave her without ong fond word. 
How will. ſhe bear my loſs ?—Alonzo: too, 
Till now ſo kind, ſo gentle—hqw will he, 7 
Support the cruel ſhock? Oh! I am doom'd -; 
A curſe to all my friends, to all my kindred | 
Let me not think, leſt. my diſorder'd ſenſes 
Forſake their troubled ſeat—Oh, where is Mordaumti? 


. > 4 
\ + $ 4 „ tus 


8 Entering. 110 90% A 


Behold bim here — Ves, once again *” claſp you 
To my entaptur d heart alas! how foon TR 


To quit theſe | artns, for ever! 322 201 Her VT 
Eu. Say, oli! fly oo Al}? HA 


Is there no hope? PO. ta tone biodeA 
2 F 2 Mor. 


d 


Mer. Oh, there is none, Elvira! 
None, but to die together—dreadful thought! 
We muſt be quick — the harpies that ſurround us 
Give but a moment's reſpite:— They will ſoon 
Return to ſeize their prey. Oh! let me graſp 
That precious ,cordial. EE EE of) 

5 | 'S [ Catching at the phial. 12 

Ew. *Tis, indeed, a cordial. -. 
One that will ſpeedily and furely ſpread ; 
The peace of death through All the ſumb'ring ſeries 


But ah, my Mordaunt !—think; what yet may follow 


This fatal deed,” ſhould we ne'er meet again,— 
Or meet to de more wretched But it cannot 
That cannot be. et Un 6 2 2 
Mor. Oh, hear me, I conjure thee! 
Hear me, thou injur'd excellence !—Forego © 
This fatal reſolution Let me go 
Alone to Death; a few ſhort years will still 
Unite us bot. | pk Fa 
Elv. No, Mordaunt, no! To live, 
When you are gone, is miſery beyond 
All that imagination can concelye., 
Behold another phial—my deliverance ! | 
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LA. is going to drink, 
Yet, hold a moment. 


Mor. Speak bd only live 
To hear thy voice. 


Elv. Why ſhould you thro away 
The future hopes of life? Survive, and cheriſh 
Your loſt Elvira's memory. Yet, to part- 
For ever part !—The ſtruggle is too great ! 

Mor Then, thus I end it. 

| [Drink the peiſon. 

Elv. Ah! ftay your frantic hand. 

Too cruel haste ! A 


Mor. Tis o'er, I die your own: 
Let us not part in death. Oh! let me breathe 
My ſhort remains of life, here in your preſence. 


Enter FELIX haſtily. 


Fel. Forgive me this intruſion, but 1 truſt 
The cauſe will plead my pardon. Sir, to you 
Freedom I bring and happineſs: A ſecret 
Of great and dear importance to the Patriarch 
Has reach'd his ears. How much I ſympathiſe 
In this event, heav'n knows. 

Mor. 
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Mor. Moſt worthy Felix, | 
One only favor have I now to WAS 
For a few moments—for a few Thort maments, 
Leave me with my Elvira. More _ this 
You cannot grant—nor I receive. 

Fel. Suppoſe 
1 come to ſay, Elvira may be yours 
On certain terms ? | 

Mor. Oh, ſhe is mine already 
Beyond the reach of fate ! 

Ev. Soothe not our ſorrows | 8 
With flattering dreams: Our destiny diſclaims 
Such bright inuſion— ou are come too late 


( 
" 
J 
1 
A 


'1 


To fave us now. 
Fel. Good heav'ns! Say, —What has happen'd? 
Mor. Nothing that's wonderful. The Patriarch's arm 

Had pow'r to cruſh me — He has us'd that pow' 
Fel. You little know his real character. 


Mor. He who feels what is right, and and has not firmnels 
To execute his feelings, injures more 
Than the oppreſſive tyrant ; for to him 
The wretched fly for ſuccour: where, instead 


0f 
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Of free protection, they are render'd up 
To pe ſecuting foes. 


He is a prince 
Powerful and great; myſe f a wretched wand'rer! 
Yet Heav'n, that made us men, gave each a claim, 
An equal claim to juſtice. 

Fel. You are dearer 
To good Alonzo, than you can imagine. 

Mor. It may be ſo! but that avails me nothing. 
f you have mercy, Felix, but . indulge 


My laſt requeſt, and leave us. 

Fel. Will you not | 
Go, and embrace the Patriarch; who eben- you 
With all a father's love ? 

| Mor. A father's love? 

Fel. | N 
You know not half the happineſs that waits you. 
Mor. Ah! happineſs for me ?—Not in this world. 


Fel. | 
Then hear the truth, and wonder: Know the Patriarch, 


Alonzo, is your father :—Pair Louiſa, + 
neb vou deem'd your aunt, had yet à nearer claim; 
She was Alohzo's wife—She was your mother! —- 
Vt this the proofs are clear. | 


Mor. 
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Mor. Peace, cruel pangs 
That rend my boſom. 


| | p [ Falls. 
Elv. O heart-breaking thought !— 
So near our happineſs—near every wiſh U 
Our boſoms fram'd Nature can bear no more! C 


And thus 'I end my woes. = 

| Mor. Stay my, Elvira ! 

I charge you, ſtay |—Live! live!—As I alone, 

With haſte ungovernable, thus have pull'd 

This ruin on us, I alone ſhould: ſuffer. 

She hears me not.--Elvira ?—hold her Felix! - 
Elv. drinking 

*Tis paſt! now, Mordaunt, I am yours for ever 

No power can part us now. | 

Fel. Alas Elvira! ; P 

What has your raſhneſs done? 
Ev. I've ſwallow'd poiſon. 
Fel. Oh, fatal error! haſte, there, bring aſſiſtance. 
Elv. All aid, 1 fear, is vain: the potent draug 


day, 


| A 
Will baffle every art. Yet, you may try Wit 
To countera& its force: I do not wiſh | M 
To die, if Mordaunt too can live to bleſs me. w, 


Zug © 
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Enter CLARA and ANTONIO. 


Cla, Oh, my Elvira! I have joyful tidings :— 
Why turn away? What mean theſe looks of death? 
Oh, my prophetic fears! 1 ſhrink with horror. 


Mor. Behold her murderer My cruel paſſion 
Has dragg'd her down to death * dying laint! 
Forgive me but forgive me 


Elv. Ah, forgive you? 
O witneſs, Heaven]! I do not * a | thought 
That is not full of pureſt love and teadernefs : 
Nor would I change my preſent fatal ſtate 
For all the joys of Heav'n and Earth without you. 


Ant. My friend, my injur'd Mordaunt, did you come 
o Liſbon's walls only to find your death? 


Mor. No! I have found a father—ſo they | tell me. 
Say, is it true ? 

Ant. It us, it is: a moment 
Will clear it all. 
Mor. Alas! to me, that moment 
Will never come. da 


EY Cla, Bleſs me, how pale ſhe looks! 
G Elv. 
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Elv. A leaden torpor creeps thro' all my frame ; 
And ſhades of horror ſwim before my eyes :— 
Is this th' approach of death? 

: r in ier overt I e 


Mor. Oh, my Elvira! 
Seal but my pardon with your dying lips! 
How is my boſom rack d! ſoon ſhall I hear 
The ſoothing accents of a parent's voice. 
Hear for a moment only! Death's cold hand 
Haſtens to ſhut each avenue of ſenſe. 
My fweet Elvira !—How ſhe graſps my hand— 
Look up, my dying angel. —Will you not 
Give me one parting look ? 


Elv. Oh, all on earth 
My boſom mourns to leave]! And yet, alas! 
I rob you of a father. O my love! 
Sure we ſhall meet again. Give me your hand. 
I die! I die!—ah! mercy! mercy, Heaven 


Dies. 
Mer. Her tender frame has ſunk beneath the poiſon | 


Why do. my ſtronger nerves reſiſt, and keep me 
Still on the rack of lite ? 


Enter 


ter 
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Enter the PATRIARCH. 


Pat. My ſon, my CAVES» 
Do ye yet live ? 


Mor. And am I, then, your cis? 

Pat. You are, you are—Is t there no aid? no means 
To ſave his life ? . 

Mor. Look on that martyr'd 1 | 
And aſk if I can live? 

Pat. My poor Elvira! 
And Oh, my dying—ohb, my murder'd fon! 
"Twas my remorſeleſs veng nce kill'd ye both ! . 
Alas! ye died by me. Illl- fated children 
Of an unnatural parent. Curſe me, curſe me;— 
Even with your lateft breath ! 

Mor. O bleſs him, Heaven! 
And ſoothe his tortur'd breaſt with | ſmiles of mercy 
O my Elvira !—bend me towards her —o— 
One laſt embrace — 7. is o'er, and 1 am gone 


[Dizx. 


Pat. My ſon, my injur'd ſon | 
Heaven | 


I bow beneath thy chaſtening hand | Don F elix, 
| I grieve 


| 
= 
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I grieve to wound your boſom; but, your brother— 
The cruel cauſe of this unhappy ſcene 

Is now involy'd in deep diſgrace, for deeds. 

Of dire import. Why do I ſpeak of Gabriel 
Ny haſty rage, my blind credulity 3 


* 


Gave edge to his keen maliceWiſe too lite, 
The anguiſh of Deſpair preys on my boſom :— 
I feel its force—but feel it cannot laſt. | 
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